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The greatest shock a recruft xets'

when he arrivées at his battalion In
France I8 to see the men engaging In o

“gootle™ hunt. With an air of con-'
tempt and disgust he avolds the com-’

pany of the older men, untfll a couple

of daye later, in a torment of itching,

he also has to resort to A shirt hunt,
or spend many a sleepless night of
«misery. During these hunts there are
lots of pertinent rematrks bandied back
and forth among the explorers, such
as, “Bay, Bill, I'll swap you two little
ones for n big one” or, “I've got &
black one here that looks like Kalser
B

One sunny day In the front-line
trench, I saw three officers sitting out-
glde of thelr dugout (“cootles” are no
respecters of rank ; I have even notleed
s suspiclous uneasiness about a certain
well-knowa geperal), one of them was

p major, two of them were exploring
their shirts, paying no attention to the
secasional shells which passed over-
hend, The major was writing a letter;
svery now and then he would lay asglde
tls writing-pad, search his ghirt for a
few minutes, get an Inspiration, and
then resume writing. At last he fin-
{shed his letter and gave it to his “run-

per.” I was curlous to see whether he |

was writing to'an insect firm, so when r

the runner passed me I engaged him

In conversation and got & glimpse at |

the address on the envelope.

It was '

addressed to Miss Allce Somebody, In'

London. The “runner” informed me
that Miss Bomebody was the major's
sweetheart and that he wrote to her
every day. Just imagine it, writiog a
love letter during a “cootle” hunt; but
such is the creed of the trenches,

CHAPTER I1L

1 Go to Church.

Upon enlistment we had Identity
diuks Issued to us. These were small
disks of red fiber worn around the neck
by means of a string. Most of the Tom-
mies also used a little metal disk which
they wore around the left wrist by
menns of a chaln. They had previous-
ly figured It out that if thelr heads
were blown off, the disk on the left
wrist would {dentify them. If they lost
thelr left arm the disk around the neck
would serve the purpose, hut If thejr
hend and left artn were blown off, no
jone would care who they were, so It

did not matter, On one side of the
disk was Inserlbed your rank, name,
number and batinlion, while on the
other was stamped your religion.

C. of E, meaning Church of Eng-
land; R, C,, Roman Catholle; W., Wes-
leyan; P., Presbyterfan; but If you
happened to be an othelst they left it
blank, and just handed you a pick and
shovel. On my disk was stamped C. of
E. This is how I got it: The lieuten-
ant who enlisted me asked my religion.
I was not sure of the religion of the
British army, so I answered, “Oh, any
old thing,” and he promptly put down
C.of KL

Now, just imagine my hard luck. Out
of five religiona I was unlucky enough
to plek the only one where chuvch
parade was compulsory |

The next morning was Bunday. 1
was sitting In the billet writing home
to my slster telllng her of my wonder-
ful exploits while under fire—all re-
cruits do this, The sergeant major put
his head In the door of the billet and
shouted: “C. of E. outside for church
parade I"

1 kept on writing. Turning to me, In
a loud volce, he asked, “Empey, azen't
you C. of B.7*

I answered, “Yep.*

In an angry tone, he commanded,
“Don't you ‘yep' me, Bay, ‘Yes, ser-
geant major.'"

“] did so, Bomewhat mollified, he
ordered, “Outside for church parade.”

I looked up and answered, “I am

nat going to church this mornlng.
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1 answered, “Oh, no, I'm not I"—But
I went.

We lined np outside with rifles and
payonets, 12U rounas oI wowouroion,

wenaring our tin hats, and the march
to church began. After marching about
five kilos, we turned off the road Into
an open fleld. At one end of this fleld
the chaplain was standing in g llmber.
We formed a semleircle around him.,
Overhend there was a black speck cir-
cling round and round In the sky. Tlda
wns A4 German Fokker. The chaplaln
had a book In his left hand—left cye
on the book—right eye on the alrplane.
We Tommles were lucky, we had no
books, so had both eyes on the alr-
plane.

After church parade we were
marched back to our billets, and pmyed
football all afternoon.

CHAPTER IV.
“Into the Trench”

The next morning the draft was In-
spected by our general, and we were
nssigned to different companies, The
boys in the brigande had nlcknamed
this generanl Old Pepper, and he cer-
tainly earned the sobriquet. I was ns-
glgned to B compuny with another
Amerlean nnmed Btewart.

For the next ten days we “rested”
repairing ronds for the Frenchies, drill-
Ing, and digging bombing trenches.

One morning we were informed that
we were golng up the line, and our
mareh began.

It took us three days to reach re-
serve blllets—each day's march bring
ing the sound of the guns pearer and
pearer, At night, way off In the dis

tance we could see thelr flaghes, which
lighted up the sky with a red glare.

Against the horizon we could see!

numerous observatien balloons or “sau-
sages"” a8 they are called.

On the afternoon of the third day's
march 1 witnessed my first alrplane
belng shelled. A thrill ran through me
and I gozed in awe. The alrplane was
making wide clircles In the alr, while
little puffs of white smoke were burst.
ing all around it. These puffs appeared
like tiny balls of cotton while after
each burst could be heard a dull
“plop.” The sergeant of my platoon
Informed us that It was & Germun alr
plane and I wondered how he could tell
from suech n distance beenuse the plane
seemed llke a lttle black speck in the
sky. 1 expressed my doubt as to
whether it was English, French or Ger-
man, With a look of contempt he fur
ther Informed us that the allied anti-
alreraft shells when exploding emitted
white smoke while the German shells
gave forth black smoke, and, as he ex-
preased it, “It must be an Allemand be-
cause our pom-poms are shelling, and
I know our hatterles are not off thelr
bally nappers and are certainly not
strafeing our own planes, and another
plece of advice—don't chuck your
welght about untll you've been up the
line and learnt something.” -

I immediately quit "chucklug my
welght about” from that t!me on,

Just before reaching reserve billats
we were marching along, lnughing, and
singing one of Tommy's trench ditties:

I want to go home, T want to go home,
I don't want to go to the trenches no

more

Wbml sausages and whizs-bangs are ga-
ore,

Take rl:. over the sea, Where the Alle-
mand can't get at me,

Oh, my, I don't want to dla,

I want to go home—"

when overhead came a *swish” through

the air, rapidly followed by three oth-

ers, Then about two hundred yards to

our left in a large fleld, four columns

of black earth and smoke rose into the

alr, and the ground trembled from the

report—the explosion of four Germun

five-nine’s, or “conlboxes.” A sharp

whistle blast, immediately followed by

two short ones, rang out from the head

s

—

e Vs
“artillery formation.” We divided Into
small squads and went into the flelds
on the right and left of the road; and
erpuched on the ground. No, other
shells followed this salve. It was our
first baptism by shell fire. From the
walst up I was all enthuslasm, but from
there down, everything was missing. I
thought I should die with fright.
After awhile, we reformed Into col-
umns of fours, and proceedad on our

About five that night, we reached the
ruined village of H——, and I got my
first sight of the awful destruction
caused by German Kultur,

Marching down the main street we
came to the heart of the village, and
took up quarters in shellproof cellars
(shellproof until hit by a shell). Bhells

A Bomb Proof.

were constantly whistling over the vil-
lage and bursting in our rear, search-
ing for our artillery.

These cellars were cold, damp and
smelly, and overrun with large rats—
big black fellows. Most of the Tom-
mies slept with their overcoats over
thelr faces, I did not. In the middle
of the night I woke up In terror. The
cold, clammy feet of a rat had passed
over my face. I Immediatély smoth-
ered myself In my overcoat, but could
not sleep for the rest of that night.

Next ovening, we took over our sed-
tor of the line. In mingle file we wend-
el our way through a igeag com-
munication trench, six Inches deep
with mud. This trench wns eulled
“Whisky street” On our way up to
the front line an occaslonal flare of
bursting shrapnel wounld light up the
sky and we could hear the fragments
glapping the ground above us on our
right and left. Then a Fritz would
traverse back and forth with his “type-
writer" or machine gun, The bhullets
mnde a sharp ceracking nolse overhead.

The boy In front of me named Pren-
tlce crumpled up without o word, A
plece of shell had gone through his
shrapnel-proof helmet. I felt sick and
wenk,

In nbout thirty minutes we reached
the front line. It was dark as pltch.
Every now and then a German star
shell would plerce the blackness out
in front with its silvery lght. I was
trembling all over, nnd felt very lonely
and afrald, All orders were given In
whispers. The company we relleved
filed past us and disappeared Into the
blackness of the communication trgnch
leading to the rear. As they passed us,
they whispered, *The best o' luck
matea”

1 sat on the fire step of the trench
with the rest of the men. In each
traverse two of the older men had been
put on guard with thelr heads sticking
over the top, and with thelr eyes try-
ing to plerce the blackness In “No
Man's Land.” In this trench there
were only two dugouts, and these were
used by Lewis and Vickers machine
gunners, 8o it was the fire step for
ours. Pretty soon It started to ralp.
We put on our “maecks,” but they were
not much protection. The rain trickled
down our backs, and it was not long
before we were wet and cold, How 1
passed that night I will never know,
but without any unusual occurrence,
dawn arrived

The word “stand down" was passed
nlong the line, and the sentries got
down off the fire step, Pretty soon the
rum issue came along, and It was a
Godsend. It warmed our chllled bodies
and put new life Into us. Then from
the communication trenches came
dixies or iron pots, filled with steam-
ing tea, which had two wooden stukes
through thelr handles, and were car-
ried by two men. I filled my canteen
and drank the hot tea without taking
it from my lips. It was not long be-
fore I was asleep In the mud on the
fire step,

My amblition had been attained! I
wis In a Zront-line trench on the west-
ern front, and oh, how I wished I were
back In Jersey Clty.

CHAPTER V.
Mud, Rats and Shells,

I must have slept for two or three
hours, not the refreshing kind that re-
sults from clenn sheets and soft pll-
lows, but the sleep that comes from
cold, wet and sheer exhaustion,

Suddenly, the earth seemed to shake
and a thunderclap burst in my ears, I
opened my eyes—I was splashed all
over with sticky mud, and men were
pleking themselves up from the bottom
of the trench. The parapet on my left
had toppled into the trench, completely
blocking It with a wall of tossed-up
earth. The man on my left lay still.-I
rubbed the mud from my face, and an
awful, sight met my gaze—bls head

mem “‘Fu&n"

had exploded TH the next traverse. Men
were digging Into the soft mass of mond
In a frenxy of haste, Btretcher-begr-
ers came up the trénch on the double.
After a few minutes of digging, three
§till, muddy Yorms en stretchers were
carrled down the communfeation
trench to the rear, Soon they would
be resting “somewhere In France,” with
a little wooden cross over thelr heads.
They had done their bit for king and
country, had died without firing a shot,
but their services were appreciated,
nevertheless,

Later on, T found out thelr names.
They belonged to our draft.

I was dared and motlonless. Sud-
denly a shovel was pushed into my
hands, and a rough but kindly volce
sald:

“Here, my lad, lend a hand clearing
the trench, but keep your head down,
and look out for snlpers. One of the
Frite's (2 a dafsy, and he'll get you if
you're not careful.”

Lying on my belly an the bottom of
the trench, I filled gandbags with the
gtleky mud, they were drogged to my
rear by the other men, and the work of
rebullding the parapet was on. The
harder I worked, the better I felt. Al-
though the weather was cold, I was
sonked with sweat,

Occoslonally a bullet would erack
overhend, and a machine gun would
kick up the mud on the bashed-in para-
pet. At each crack I would duck and
shleld my face with my arm. One of
the older men notlced this actlon of
mine, and whispered:

“Don't duck at the erack of a bul-
let, Yank; the danger has passed—you
never hear the one that wings you.
Always remember that if you are golng
to get It, you'll get It, so never worry,"

This made a great impression on me
at the time, and from then on, I adopt-
ed his motto, “If you're golng to get it,
you'll get it.”

It helped me wonderfully. I used it
so often afterwards that some of my
mates dubbed me, “If you're golng to

‘get it, you'll get It.”

After an hour’s hard work, all my
nervousness left me, and I was laugh.
Ing and joking with the rest,

At one o'clock, dinner came up In
the form of a dixie of hot stew.

I looked for my canteen. It had
fallen off the fire step, and was half
buried in the mud. The men on my
left noticed this, and told the corporal,
dighing out the ratlons, to put my
share in his mess tin. Then he whis-
pered to me, “Always take care of your
mess tin, mata™

I had learned another maxim of the
trenches.

That stew tasted flne. 1 was as
hungry as a bear. We had “seconds,”
or another helping, because three of
the men had “gone West” killed by
the explosion of the German trench
mortar, and we ate thelr ghare, but
gtlll I was hungry, so I filled in with
bully beef and biscuits, Then I drained
my water bottle, Later on 1 learned
another maxim of the front line, “Go
sparingly with your water,” The bully
beef made me thirsty, and by tea time
I was dying for a drink, but my pride
would not allow me to ask my mates
for water. I was fast learning the
ethics of the trenckes,

That night I was put on guard with
an older man. We stood én the fire
step with our hands over the top, peer-
ing out Into No Man's Land. It was
nervous work for me, but the other fel-
low seemed to take it as part of the
night's routine.

Then something shot past my face.
My heart stopped beating, and I ducked
my head below the parapet. A poft
chuckle from my mate brought me to
my senses, and I feebly asked, “For
heaven's sake, what was that?”

He answered. *Only . a rat taking a
promenade along the sandbags™ 1
felt very sheepish.

About every twenty minates the sen-
try lo the next traverse would fire a
star shell from his flare pistol. The
“plop" would give me a start of fright.
I never got used to this nolee during
my service In the trenchea.

I would watch the arc describad by
the star shell, and then stare into No
Man's Land waiting for it to burst. In
its lurid light the barbed wire and
stnkes would be silhouetted against Its
light Ifke a latticed window. Then
darkness,

Once, out In front of our wire, 1
heard a nolse and saw dark forms
moving. My rifle was lylng across the
sandbagged parapet. I reached for it,
and was taking alm to fire, when my
mate grasped my arm, and whispered,
“Don't fire.” He challenged in a low
volee, The reply came back Instantly
from the dark forms:

“Shut your blinkin' mouth, you
bloomin’ idlot; do you want us to click
it from the Boches?"

Later we learned that the word, “No
challenging or firing, wirlng party out
in front,” had been given to the sentry
on our right, but he had falled to pass
it down the trench. An officer had over-
heard our challenge and the reply, and
imme:lintely pot the offunding sentry
under arrest. The sentry clicked

twenty-one days on the wheel, that s,
he recefved twenty-one days’ fleld pun-
{shment No. 1, or “erucifixion,” as
Tommy terms it.

This consists of being spread-eagled |

on the wheel of a llmber two hours a
day for twenty-one days, regardless of
the weather, Durlng this period, your
rations consist of bully beef, biscults
and water.

A few months later I met this sentry
and he conflded to me that since belng
“crucified,” he had never falled to pass
the word down the trench when 8o or-
dered. In view of the offense, the
above punishment was very light, In
that falling to pass word down a
trench may mean the 0s8 of many

CHAPTER VL
“Back of the Line.”

QOur tour in the front-line trench
lasted four deys, and then we were
relleved by the —— brigade.

Golng down the communication
trench we were In a merry mood, al-
though we were cold and wet, and
every bone In our bodles ached, It
makes a lot of difference whether you
are “golng In" or “golng out”

At the end of the communication
trench, limbers were walting on the
road for us. I thought we were golng
to ride back to rest billets, but soon
found out that the only time an lp-
fantryman rides Is when he Is
wounded and I8 bound for the base or
Bllshty These limbers carried our
reserve ammunition and rations, Our
march to rest billets was thoroughly
enjoyed by me. It seemed as If I
were on furlough, and was leaving be-
hind everything that was disngree-
able and horrible. Every recrult feels
this way after being relleved from the
trenches.

We marched elght kilos and then
halted In front of a French estaminet.
The captain gave the order to turn
out on each slde of the road and walt
hig return. Pretty soon he came back
and told B company to occupy billets
117, 118 and 119. Blllet 117 was an
old stable which had previously been
occupled by cows, About four feet In
front of the entrance wans a huge ma-
nure plle, and the odor from [t was
anything but plensant. Uslng my
flashlight I stumbled through the door.
Just before entering I observed n
white' slgn reading: “Sitting 50, lylng
20" but, at the time, its significance
ld not strilke me. Next morning I
ngked the sergeant major what it
mennt. He nonchalantly answered:

“That's some of the work of the R.
A. M, C, (Royal Army Medical corps).
It simply means that In case of an at-
tuck, this billet will accommodate
fifty wounded who are nble to sit up
and take notice, or twenty stretcher
cnpes."

It was not long after this that I was
one of the “20 lylng.”

I soon hit the hay and was fast
asleep, even my friends the “cootles"
fafled t6 disturb me.

The next morning at about six
o'clock I was awakened by the lance
corpora] of our sectlon, Informing me
that I had been detalled as mess or
derly, and to report to the cook and
give him a hand. I helped him make
the fire, earry water from an old well,
and fry the bacon. Lids of dixies are
used to cook the bacon In. After
breakfast was cooked, I carrled a dixie
of hot ten and the 1id full of bacon to
our section, and told the corporal that
breakfast was rendy. He looked at me
in contempt, and then shouted, "Break-
fast up, come and get 1t!" I immedi-
ately got wise to the trench parlance,
and never again informed that “Break-
fast was served."

It didn*t take long for the Tommies
to answer this eall, Half dressed,
they lined up with thelr canteens and
I dished out the tea. Each Tommy
carrled In his hand a thick slice of
brend which had been Issued with the
rations the night before. Then I had
the pleasure of seeing them dig lnoto
the bacon with thelr dirty fingers, The
allowance wus one slice per man. The
late ones recelved very small slices,
As each Tommy got his share he im-
mediately disnppeared Into the billet.
Pretty soon about fifteen of them mude
& rusgh to the cookhouse, each carrylng
a huge slice of bread. These sllices
they dipped into the bacon grease
which was stewing over the fire, The
last man Invariably lost out. I was
the last man,

After breakfast our sectlon carrled
their equipment Into a fleld adjoining
the billet and got busy removing the
trench mud therefrom, because at 8:45
a. m., they had to fall in for inspection
and parade, and woe betide the man
who was unshaven, or had mud on hig
uniform. Cleanliness {8 next to godil-
ness in the British army, and Old Pep-
per must have been personally ace
quainted with St. Peter.

Our drill consisted of close-order
formation, which lasted untll noon.
During this time we had two ten-min-
ute breaks for rest, and no sooner the
word, “Fall out for ten minutes,” was
glven than each Tommy got out a fag
and lighted it

Fags are issued every SBunday morn-
ing, and you generally get between
twenty and forty. The brand gen-
erally 1ssued is the “Woodbine,” Some-
times we are lucky and get “Gold-
flakes,” “Players” or “Red Hussara"
Occaslonally an issue of “Life Rays"
comes along. Then the older Tommies
Immediately get busy on the recrults
and trade these for “Woodbines” or
“Goldflakes,” A recrult only has to
be stuck once In this manner, and then
he ceases to be n recrnit, There Is a
(reason, Tommy I8 a great clgarette
smoker, Hde smokes under all condi
tlons, wexcept when unconsclous ol
when he Is reconnoitering in No Man's
Land at nicht. Thon. for obvious reas

gons, he daes not eare to have a light-
ed clgurette In his mouth,

Streteher Dheurers cnrry fags for
wounded Tommies, When a stretcher
bearer arrives alongside of a Temmy
who has been hit the following eonver-
satlon usually takes place: Stretcher
bearer—"Want a fag? Where are you
hit?" Tommy looks up and answers,
“Yes, In the leg”

After dismissul from parnde, we ree
turned to our billets and I hud to get
busy Immedintely with the digger is-
gsue, Dinner consisted of stew mude
from fresh beef, a couple of spuds,
bully beef, Maconochie rations and wa-
ter—plenty of water. There 18 great
competition among the men to spear
with thelr forks the two lonely potas

Hves, and the spolling of some impor | toes.

rant anterorise in No Man's Land.

After dinner I trled to wash out

me GXie With c0ld WEIer ADO & FAE,
and learned another maxim of the
trenches—"It can't be done.” I slyly
watched one of the older men from
another section, and was horrified to
see him throw into his dixie four or
five double handfuls of mud. Then he
poured In some water, and with his
hands scoured the dixie inside and out.
I thought he was taking an awful risk.
Supposing thq cook should have seen
him! After bhalf an hour of unsuc-
cessful efforts I returned my dixie to
the cook shack, belng eareful to put on
the cover, and returned to the billet.

————

Resting Back of the Lines.
Pretty soon the cook poked his head

in the door and shouted: “Hey, Yank,
come out here and clean your dixie!"
1 protested that I had wasted a half-
hour on it already, and had used up
my only remaining shirt in the at-
tempt. With o look of disdnin he ex-
clnimed: “Blow me, your shirt! Why
in —— dldn't yon use mud?"

Without a word in reply I got busy
with the mud, and soon my dixie was
bright and shining.

Most of the afternoon was spent by
the men writing letters home. 1 used
my spare time to chop wood for the
cook and go with the qoartermaster to
draw coal, I got buck just in time to
Issue our third meal, which conslstell
of hof tea. I rinsed out my dixie and
returned it to the cookhouse, and went
back to the billet with an exhilarated
fegling that my day's labor was done.
I had fallen asleep on the straw when
once again the cook appeared in the
door of the billet with: “Blime me, you
Yanks are lazy. Who In — a-goln’ to
draw the water for the mornin' tea?
Do you think I'm a-goin' to? Well,
I'm not,” and he left. 1 filled the dixle
with water from an old squeaking well,
and once ngain lay down in the straw.

CHAPTER VIL.
Rations,

Just dozing off; Mr. Lance Corporal
butted in.

In Tommy's eyes a lunce corporal Is
one degree below a private, In the
corporal's eyes he 18 one degree gbove
a general,

He ordered me to go with him and
help him draw the next day's rations,|
nlso told me to take my waterproof.

Every evening, from ench platoon or
machine-gun gection, a lance corporal
and private go to the quartermaster
sergeant ot the company stores and
draw rations for the followlng day.

The “quarter,” as the quartermaster
sergeant Is called, recelves dally from
the orderly room (captain's office) a
slip showing the pomber of men en-
titled to rations, so there Is no chance
of putting anything over on him. Many
arguments take place between the
“quarter” and the platoon noncom, but
the former always wins out, Tommy
says the “quarter" got his job because
he was a burglar in civil life.

Then I spread the waterproof sheet
on the ground, while the quartermas-
ter's batman dumped the rations on it
The corporal was smoking a fag. 1
carrled the rations back to the billet.
The corporal was still smoking a fag
How I envied him. But when the issue
commenced my envy dled, and I real
ized that the first requisite of a nom-
commissioned officer on active service
Is diplomacy. There were 19 men In
our sectlon, and they soon formed a
semlicircle around us after the corporal
had called out, “Rations up.”

The quartermaster sergeant had
glven a sllp to the corporal on which
was written a list of the rations. Bit-
ting on the floor, using a wooden box
as a table, the issue commenced. On
the left of the corporal the rations
were plled. They conslisted of the fol-
lowing:

Six loaves of fresh bread, each loaf
of n different size, perhaps one out of
the six being as flat as a pancake, the
result of an army service corps man
placing a hox of bully beef on it dar
Ing transportation. .

Threo tins of jam, one apple and the
other two pluag,

Seventeen Berlnuda onlons, all dif-
[erent sixes,

A plece of cheese In the shape of &
wedge.

Two one-pound ting of butter.

A handful of ralsins,

A tin of biscults, or as Tommy calls
them “Jaw breakers.”

A bottie of mustard pickles.

The “bully beef,” spuds, condensed
milk, fresh meat, bacon and “Maconos
chie ratlons” (a can filled with meat,
vegetables and greasy water), had been

turned over to the company cook tol

make a stew for next day's dinner, He

nlso recelved the tea, sugar, nalt. pen-
per and flane.

(TO BE CONTINUVED NEXT ISSUE)




